An Ode to Osama Bin Laden June 28, 2011 


Osama they say, was killed by Navy Seals in Abbottabad, 
when the news was known, America rejoiced and the people were glad. 
While the news was still fresh, and the story was hot, 
I spoke to my mom on the phone, and she asked what I thought. 
I said, “burying him at sea, smells fishy to me”. 
Then she asked about the swift and confident DNA match, 
by which the government wished to convey that they'd made their catch. 
She wanted to know how they'd gotten a sample of Bin Laden's DNA, 
to check against that of the suspect they'd killed that day, 
“that was easy” said I, (thinking quick on the fly) (my wits being sharp, and not a wit dim), 
“they took two samples, and since they matched they knew it was him.” 
But the government spokespeople were on top of their game, 
willing and able to counter the doubts of the lame, 
they were ready and able to answer the words of people like me, 
they'd taken some photos of Osama's corpse before they dumped it at sea. 
But the photos that circulated on the news and the net, 
were proved forgeries while still so fresh they were wet. 
They looked like they'd been put together in Photoshop, 
by someone who'd failed to clean up the slop. 
The government said, “we didn't release those pictures, but we'll release ours soon,” 
but as the days passed, they changed their tune. 
I am not lying this isn't a joke, 


they said they couldn't release the photos for fear of upsetting the jihad folk. 


The President and the head of the CIA, 
were said to be watching the action live that day. 

But neither one saw the moment of Bin Laden's death, 
when lead poisoning caused him to breathe his last breath. 

The surviving witnesses have been spirited away, 
And the Seals aren't talking — no way 

Osama they say, was killed by Navy Seals in Abbottabad, 


rejoice if you like, but I say we've been had. 


